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favourite with every one except the duchess, who cut the
ground from under my feet whenever she could. She was
beautiful but too haughty, and could be deaf, dumb, and
blind when she wished. For two days I tried to make her
speak, and then gave it up in despair.
Next day the duke took me with him to pay my court to
the king. I wore a coat of rose-coloured velvet, embroidered
with gold spangles, and the signal honour of kissing a little
nine-year-old hand covered with chilblains was mine.
On my return to Rome I sent Costa to inform Momolo
that I meant to sup at his house, and that I had ordered a
good supper for twelve people. I knew I should meet
Mariuccia then, for Momolo had noticed that I delighted
in her company.
The carnival was just beginning. I hired a superb landau
for the week. This make of carriage is much favoured by
the Romans, who love to be drawn up and down the Corso,
from eight in the evening till midnight, during the eight
days the festival lasts.
Carnival time has been a period of licensed madness for
centuries. The races are the oddest part of the entertain-
ment. Barbary horses gallop riderless through the streets to
Trajan's column. The carriages are drawn up in close file
on each side, and the footways are crowded with masks and
sightseers of all classes. As soon as the barberi have passed,
the carriages circulate slowly, and the masks, afoot or on
horseback, press into the middle of the roadway. People
pelt each other with real or imitation sweetmeats 5 pam-
phlets and lampoons, satirical allusions, fly from mouth to
mouth. The greatest licence reigns, for this mob is com-
posed of all that is most exquisite and all that is most
abject in Rome. At the stroke of midnight the cannon of
the fort of Saint Angelo announces the retreat, and in five
minutes not a carriage or a mask is to be seen. The crowd
has trooped off to fill the theatres and the opera, to see the
rope-dancers and the marionettes. The restaurants and cafeg